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nobody in my family saw me. My grandmother said school affairs
were silly; my stepfather guffawed when I invited him; my
mother said: "Next time, dear."
My mother loved me, I guess. I certainly loved her. There are
occasions I still feel guilty because Georgia and I weren't married
in my mother's church, although I wasn't baptized in it
It was one week to the day after my mother's death when I saw
Georgia for the first time. I was flying back to my post from the
funeral. A sailor, hitching a ride, shared my seat on the plane. I
was reading a book when Georgia came aboard. The sailor whistled
and I looked up. I saw Georgia in the aisle. Sunshine was tangled
in her wonderful blond hair, and her lips and eyes were smiling. It
was as though an inner voice spoke to me. Anyhow I heard my
voice speak to the sailor. "Take it easy, bud," I said. That's the girl
I'm going to marry.'*
Compared to Georgia, who is intensely practical, I suppose I
sound like a dreamy-eyed dope. But I still believe it was destiny
that forced down our plane and gave me four days to court her. I
know Georgia and I were meant to love each other and be happy.
If she will agree to make a few changes and improvements—111
be glad to tell her how to be a better wife—we can be ideally
mated.
Georgia and Terence Crawford's marriage collapsed under the
stress of tragedy, but the foundations of the union were flimsy.
As children Georgia and Terence were not physically abused,
but both were unusually sensitive. They reacted unfavorably to cir-
cumstances other youngsters might have taken in stride. Both Geor-
gia and Terence felt neglected, lonely, and deprived of love.
Georgia's mother, we gathered from numerous discussions, was
a pallid, dejected neurotic, too frightened of her dominating hus-
band to press the claims of her only child, too overworked to spare
time to show affection. Georgia grew up in the clamorous midst of
her father's first family—three older girls and four older boys who

